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must cast off the tow rope. Without waiting for any reply from us, he let go and turned his nose homeward.
All the time we have been towed to sea, I am chiefly worried by our cat, which is rushing around the airship like a squirrel in a cage, I was at the wheel and Jack Irwin, the wireless man, who was seated in the lifeboat suspended from the car of the airship, cried out to me, "This cat is raising hell; I believe it's going mad." He said we had better leave it behind. I replied, "We must keep the cat at all costs; we can never have luck without a cat aboard." Mr. Vaniman thought we should send the poor distracted pussy ashore, and our first counsel together aboard the airship America related to the fate of the cat! Finally we put pussy in a canvas bag and lowered him down to the water's edge. How he must have scratched and struggled. We could feel the rope vibrating and we knew that the cat was mad with Tage all the time.
Mr. Vanimaii thought the newspaper representatives would like to keep the cat as a souvenir. However, the water is so rough that the motor was unable to approach and take the sack. So we decided to haul poor pussy aboard again. It is a good tiling for us that we didn't lose the cat, because he suddenly discovered that he could have been in a worse place than an airship,